
££ The Tvt o Noble Ktnfmen. 

Theliverie of the warlike Maide appeates. 

Pure red,and white/or yet no beard has blelt him. 

And in hisrowling eyes.fits vi£fory , 

As if fhe ever menc to coreft his valour .• 

HisNofc Rands high, a Character of honour. 

His red lips, after fights, are fit for Ladies. 

Emil. Muft thefe men die too ? 

Per . When he fpeakes,his tongue 
Sounds like a Trumpet ; All hislyneaments 
Are as a man would wifia ’em,ftrong,and cleane, 

He wearesa well-fteeld Axe,the ftaftc of gold, 

His age fome fi ve and twenty. 

Meff. Ther’s another, 

A little man, but of a tough (bulc,fecming 
As great as any t fairer promiles ^ 

Infucb a Body, yeti never look'd on. 

Per. 0,he that’s freckle fac’d l 
Meff The fame my Lord, 

Are they not fweet ones ? 

Ter. Yes they are well. 

Meff. Me thinkes. 

Being fo few, and well difpofd.they (how 
Great,and fine art innatute,he’s white hair’d. 

Not wanton white, but fuch a manly colour 
Next to an aborne,tough,and nimble fet. 

Which (howes anaflivc fouTef his armes ate brawny 
Linde with firong finewes .* To the (Boulder peecc, 
Gently they fwelfyike women new conceav’d, _ 
Which (peakes him prone to labour .never fainting 
Vnder the waight of Armes;fiout harted^ftill* 

But when he ftirs, a Tiger; lie’s grayeyd, 

Which yeelds companion where he conquersilharpc 
To fpy advantages.and where he finds’em. 

He’s (wife to make ’em his: He do’s no wrongs. 

Nor takes none ; he’s round fac’d, and when helmiles. 
He fbowesa Lover, when he frownes,3 Souldicr i. 
About h is head he wearcs the winners oke. 

And in irftucke the favour of Ids La dy i 


B 


The Two Noble Kinfmtu* $y 

Visage, fome fix and thirtie. In his hand 
beares a charging Staffe,eraboft with filvcr. 

Tbef. Are they all thus? x 

per. They are all the fonnqs of honour. 

Thef Now as I have a feule I long to fee’em, 

Lady you (ball fee men fight now. 

Hip. Iwilhit, 

gut not the caufe my Lord ; They would (how 
Bravely about r he Titles oftwoKingdomes; 
t Tis pitty Love (hould be fo tyrannous : 

0 my foft harted Sifter, what thinke you ? 

Weepe not.till they weepe blood ; Wench it waft be. 

Thef. You have fteel’d’em With your Beaut ie : honord 
To you l give the Feild ; pray order it, (Friend, 

Fitting the perfons that muft ufe it. 

<Per. Yes Sir. 

phef. Come.Ilegoe vifit ’em : I cannot ftay. 

Their fame has fir’d me foj Till they appeaxe. 

Good Friend be royalL 

fer. There (liall want no bravery. 

Emilia Poore wench goc weepe,for whofoever wins, 
Loofcsa noble Gofen,for thy fins. Exeunt. 

Scaenag. Enter UilerJWooer fDe&or. 

' Deft. Her diftraft ion is more at fome time of the Moone, 
Then at other fome, is it not? _ - 

jay. She is confiBtnrliylir^ 

Little, altogether without appetite, fave often drinking. 
Dreaming of another world,and a betterjand what 
Broken peece of matter fo’erc (he’s about,thc name 
Palamott lardes it, that flic farces cv’ry bufincs 

Enter Daughter. 

With.ill.fyts it to every queftion } Looke where 
Shce comes, you fha.l perceive her behaviour. 

Daugh. I have forgot it quicefttreburden o’nt.was dewne 
A donme ^,and pend by no worfe man,chcn 
GiraidoEwihM SchooJcmaftcr;he’s as 
Fantsfticall coo, as ever he may goc upon s legs. 

For in the next vvo^d will Tiido fee PaUmon t and 
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